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Ir's a sad thing 

when a man is to be so soon forgotten 
And the shining in his soul 

gone from the earth 
With no thing remaining; 

And it's a sad thing 

when a man shall die 
And forget love 

which is the shiningness of life; 

But it's a sadder thing 

that a man shall forget love 
And he not dead but walking in the field 

of a May morning 
And listening to the voice of the ihrush. 

— R.G.A., in A Yearbook of 
Stanford Writing, 1931 
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DEDICATION. 



TO MY MOTHER. 

Take this first sheaf long shorn from fancy's plain, 
First fruits of love, aught less would not suffice ; 
To thee all owing, haply thou'lt complain 
My offering scant, or murmur at my choice. 
But worthier grain unreaped may still remain, 
Waiting the yellowing sun, the master's voice ; 
And when again I'm bidden to the field. 
The ample harvest to thy hand I'll yield. 



EilATCM. 
fm ViajfTWi fui Craves. 



PERSONS REPRESENTED. 



King Charles the First. 

Rupert, nephew of the King. 

WiLLOUGHBY, a Royalist Gentleman and Soldier. 

Stanhope, Colonel in the Royal Army. 

AsPLEY, Chaplain to Willoughby. 

Ireton, General of thp Parliamentary Forces. 

Thornhagh, Colonel in the Parliamentary Army. 

Hutchinson, Colonel in the Parliamentary Army, Governor of 

Nottingham Castle. 
TiLLARD, a Soldier of the Parliament. 
GisBORNE, a broken down Gentleman. 
Valentine, a Freebooter. 
Foot, a Pedlar, afterwards Footpad. 



Agnes, daughter of Willoughby. 

Lucy Hutchinson, wife of Colonel Hutchinson. 

Queen Henrietta Maria. 

Alice, maid to Agnes (betrothed to Tillard). 



Men at Arms, Guards, &c. 
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ACT I.— SCENE I. 

Garden of Broxtowe House. — Evening. Alice and 

Servants passing to and fro. 

Youth, Well met indeed ; 'tis hummed about the hall 
This eve would find us many a mile apart, 
On a wild errand. 

Second Youth, Aye, 'tis noised abroad 

War will come surely, and our master vows 
He'll have us follow him to serve the king. 

Old Man, Good service truly; an' were I but young, 
I'd trail a matchlock, as beyond the seas 
I served our youthful master and Mountjoy. 
Ah ! those were times indeed. Who served the queen 
Served her who had the right, and to our Charles 
Hath come her right and might. Therefore I say 
Let's cheer the king, and also our good lord. 

Omnes — Hurrah I 

First Girl, Tong says good Master Thomhagh bade 
his men 
With him to prayers, and after gave the word 
He might demand their service in the wars. 
Against the king and his vile ministers. 

First Youth, 'Tis pitiful that men with such good 
hearts 
As Master Thornhagh and our good Sir Hugh, 
So high in all men's praise ; who have lived long 

A 
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In loving neighbourhood, should, on a point 
Beyond my reckoning, bustle into war, 
And make us of their quarrel. 

Alice. Tillard says, 

And sohie loose knave hath set it in his mouth, 
Who fights against the king fights for himself. 
Who dares not fight for self is but a slave ; 
And by such turns and oddities of speech 
Whereof I know bvit little, makes me fear 
He hath no liking for the master's cause. 

Second Youth. Will he forsake you, too ? 

Alice. Nay, 'tis his love 

Moves him to such a madness ; but I'll try 
Ere he be pressed to make a vow upon it. 
To win him to our side. [Exit Alice. 

First Youth. As yet this strife 

Is all to come, and we were wanting sense 
To lose a moment of our tuneful play. 

First Girl. Aye, let us back to our old pleasantry. 

Youth. Short is our time ; Kit hath her cheese to 
turn, 
Nell skim the whey, and Thistle scald her churn ; 
I to the homestead presently must haste. 
To tell the ewes, and save a wether cast. 
This night therefore together we will sing, 
A sober round, as fits with evening. 

Round. 

When daylight dies on mead and thorn, 
The thankful mavis chaunts his lay ; 
Night ended, he salutes the dawn, 
And hymns his gladness for the day. 

Should man than he less grateful prove. 
His ampler blessings all despise ; 
Forget to celebrate heaven's love 
When morning breaks or daylight dies ? 

Ah ! no. When weary sinks the sun, 
And in the crimson west expires ; 
When hard though needful toil be done, 
Let man outpour his soul's desires. 
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Nor leave the wingid warbling choir 
Sole tribute to Heaven's light to pay ; 
Since greater hopes man's bosom fire 
His matins shall excel their lay. 

[Exeunt ontnes. 

Enter Sir Hugh and Agnes. 

Willoughhy. Child, now must I leave thee. 

Agnes, Father, so soon ? 

Willoughhy , But not too soon for honour : 

My sole companion tenant of my heart, 
How great my grief to break these gentle bonds. 
Let passed attendance on thy lightest wish 
Attest. Behoves I go, since our meek king. 
The gracious fount of law and liberty, 
By bloody levellers from his seat is pressed. 

Agnes. And leave me here alone ? 

Willoughhy, Nay, not alone : 

A merry company from bough to bough 
Shall pipe a welcome when thou footest the wood ; 
While Rockwood, Lofty, and old Manciple, 
Companions of the hearth, shall bell their fears 
Even at a rattling gust ; and round thy chair 
Shall challenge even the rain-drops in the court. 

Agnes, This mockery doth only haunt thy lip. 

Willoughhy , Alice, thy maid and sister in good sort, 
Since ye were nourished at the selfsame breast. 
Shall do thy bidding, and if love can smooth 
For thee the way of life, thine shall be fair. 
As this trim terrace that we stroll upon. 

Agnes. Oh ! father, why dost try me in this kind. 

Willoughhy. Our faithful Aspley, whose truth-stirring 
voice 
Knit the short rapture of my wedded days ; 
Who held thee helpless at the christening font. 
And held thee up to thy pronounced vows ; 
Will take new labours on his able hands, 
And rule thee in my stead. 
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Agnes. But who shall come 

To print a varied pleasure on each hour, 
Or rifle the full treasury of his heart 
To save me some small grief? 

Willoughby. Shall we sit by 

While foes make practice on our love of peace, 
And rise from wrong to wrong ? 

Agnes, Let me with thee to arms ! 

Willoughby. To arms ? 

Against beardless warriors in love's tournament. 
Eyes were the surer weapons. 

Agnes. You jest now. 

Willoughby. Aye, *tis a time for folly. 

Agnes. Oh! would Twere a man. 

Willoughby. Brave heart, a pretty speech ; 

Thy disposition is of the heroic mould ; 
Thou'dst bravely head a beamy cohort, to wring 
A bloody victory from a stubborn host : 
But whiles the foe was falling to his knees, 
Would lose your hearts at his blank wretchedness. 

Agnes. Thy heavy heart into this mirth is tricked ; 
Sorrow hath many shapes ; even mournful winter 
Wears sunny face at worst, and till this hour 
Thou hast graced our parting with a monstrous sigh, 
And bubbled o'er with pity when I've roamed 
From glade to glade a summer's day. 

Willoughby. My child ! 

We who have slept lapped in soft peace's arms. 
Or spent our thoughts in coining phantom cares, 
Feel 'tis the hour to stretch us and awake, 
When war's alarum thunders in our ear. 

Agnes. Of what behoof a sovereign's honour saved 
If they who sweat to build the temple up 
Find in it a tomb ; then loyalty is a plague. 

Willoughby. Go to, go to. 

Agnes. I pray thee then forgive me : 

Unbounded homage to my lightest thought, 
How wild or fond soe'er, our state hath changed : 
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My contradiction thou hast ever courted ; 
Spurred me apace to cap thy mild reproofs 
With mocking giddy words, and when o'ercome 
Ownedst thy defeat with such an eagerness, 
I did believe thou likedst the wordy strife. 

Willoughhy. Now sterner customs suit the altered 
time. 
But since wilt not allow me break away, 
I have a way to keep thee near my side. 
That time old Aspley gives the wakening hour, 
Forsake thy giddy dreams ; and all prepared, 
To Nottingham his tottering steps pursue : 
My purpose soon shall flourish in his mind. 

Agnes, But ? 

Willoughhy, Set not thy wit a brooding ; speedily 
The end and wisdom of this secrecy 
Shall to thy wondering eyes unriddled be. 

Agnes. I fear 

A slavish virtue is obedience, 
But I obey. 

Willoughhy . No better words has woman than her 
first. 
And thine are excellent. Farewell my child ! 
Your eyes should catch the fashion of the stars ; 
They weep not o'er the melancholy night, 
But wink its gloom away. Farewell ! [Exit. 

Agnes. Farewell ? 

So harshly never sounded gracious word ; 
The lengthening echo hath erewhile o'er-bridged 
The tedious time of separated love : 
Now meeting's hope is crushed 'neath parting's pain, 
And I can but remember thou art gone. 

ACT I.— SCENE II. 
A Village Green. Evening. 

Tillard {alone, seated). Hardly I have toiled to win a 
lowly hearth, 



b TROTH. 

And feel amongst mankind I am a man ; 

But though I sow and dig like other men, 

I must not garner, since I am a thrall. 

Wherefore such wrong ? We poor sweat in the sun, 

Starve in the sleety blast, and our best days 

Give for a scanty meal ; being old apace, 

We are left to beg a pittance, door by door, 

And crawl unpitied to a shallow grave. 

I long had faith to hope for better things, . 

And waited patiently the promised aid ; 

But my exalted hopes are narrowed down 

By the false way and practice of my kind ; 

At length I turn from others to myself. 

Trusting to win by my right hand the store 

I had rather from another's hand received. 

Thornhagh (entering), W ho art thou, friend, t'implead 
the passive air, 
And load the darkness with thy teeming woes ? 

Tillard. One discontented with a poor man's fare ; 
Yet lacking heart to take his fate in hand. 
And venture life to win him that he'd have. 

Thornhagh, Reply so honest comes from no cold 
heart. 
This simmering of thy mind full well betrays 
The fire that inly lurks, and soon may flame ; 
Recount thy woes, and look to me for aid. 

Tillard, Long time I've wooed a trusting worthy 
maid. 
And spurned the gracious hours ot toil-won sleep 
To win a humble shelter for our love ; 
But orj3haned early, and to service held. 
The greedy master claims, even hour by hour. 
All not enough, the produce of my toil. 

Thornhagh. Comrade, thy life's distaste roundeth 
with mine : 
The law, one time the prop of honest men. 
Is now their mace and cudgel. As well cry 
The linnet to the kestrel for protedlion 
As men to law in England, one man law. 
I then bear arms against a tyranny 
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Would leave us at the mercy of some priest, 
Loving to lord it o'er the lives of men, 
And wring our bodies, to make good his claim 
To power divine, whether grace or punishment. 
*Twas not for this our fathers bore the flame. 
Or stepped up to the block, with cheerful face ; 
To such great ends we'll mould this discontent. 
The worst shall say our grave holds honoured dust. 

Tillard. Can we not right these wrongs ? 

Thornhagh. And will ; whatever we will to do we 
may. 
In griefs at least thou art rich : there lies my wealth. 
These masters who compel thee delve and grind 
Yet toss thee but the harvest's hinderings. 
Trumpet the grievous lie that all are set 
In bonds of birth or place, and ought not strive 
To pass beyond or break them. . 

Tillard. Enough ! I am thine. 

Thornhagh (producing his commission). 
This paper hath a magic power to cure 
Our hearted wrongs, be they as old as life. 
Or deep as brooding fancy. Swear with me 
To erect the fallen laws ; win back old rights ; 
To crush ambition even in her strongholds ; 
To die, if call our country for our life. 

Tillard, I swear. 

Thornhagh. Be secret : 

The plighted heart oft would its burthen cast. 
And seek the ease of speech. 

Tillard. I am silent. 

[Exejint 

Enter Agnes and Alice. 

Agnes. 'Tis well my foster mother thrives, since 
henceforth 
I may not hie with thee to ease her pain : 
But thou her daughter sole hast learned my art 
And mode of healing, which the rather seeks 
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To soothe and cheer, and lessen discontent 
At mortal ill, than still the pains of age. 

Alice, Though long I've conned thy gentle mystery, 
Which is an open learning to mankind, 
Pve little hope to make it serve my needs. 
Wanting the power to bind unbidden tears. 
And through a cheerful face lighten others pain. 
How closely fate her purposes conceals : 
My nimble fancy had outstepped her death ; 
Smoothed the green bank atop her nameless grave, 
Edged it around with bright Forget-me-not, 
And left it to the lowly nesting lark 
Thenceforth to sing her praise. 

Agnes. Thy unruly fancy to false measures skipped, 
For thy good cordials have o'ercome her pain. 

Alice. My deeds 

Shape to my will, but my o'erstrained conceits 
Overmaster me. 

Agnes. Indeed so ever 'tis ; 

Our kindness helps mankind, our thoughts harm not. 

Alice. Surely a voice ? We long ago had note 
To skirt the shade and tread the moonlit road. 

Agnes. 'Tis late ; ere this our trespass hath been 
noted, 
And 'tis a friendly cry to stay our fear. 

Alice. Footsteps! which way. We will return. Oh! 
mercy ! Thieves ! 

Agnes. Our fears control our judgments. 

Duty lies homeward ; it we must fulfil 
At risk of wrong, though go we into ill. 

Enter Craven and Foot. 

Craven. Oh ! here's the prize at last. 

\Thornhagh and Tillard rescue them 
from robbers ; Agnes swoons, 

Thornhagh. Yet thou art beautiful, for life's bright 
tide 
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Flecks thy pale cheek, even as mid winter's sun, 

With rosy blush, dyes the wide snowy waste. 

This is not death, for he is not so kind ; 

Some earthy stain or wrack of passion mars 

E'en nature's choicest moulds. But see ! she wakes ! 

Death quits the field, and life is conqueror. 

Agnes, Gone ! gone ! 

Thornhagh {to Alice). No words ! no words ! but 
quickly hie thee home ; 
And in words nice and to the purpose framed 
Say all thou canst to dissipate alarm. 

Tillard. By thy good leave I'll see the maiden housed. 

Thornhagh, Be it as thou wilt. 

Tillard {aside). This kiss indeed I've won. 

[Alice and Tillard exeunt. 

Agnes I thank thee, friend unknown ; and yet me- 
thinks 
I know thee as one knows the service bell, 
Remembered best when hushed. 

Thornhagh, Lady, no thanks. 

The sufferer in his pain bestows his wealth 
With lavish hand, but being well, regrets 
His squandered store. 

Agnes, *Tis base to doubt ; 

And custom, not my heart, must stand on trial 
For my rude question : prithee straightly say 
Unto whose valiant arm I owe my life. 

Thornhagh. Oh ! hateful name : ask no more. 

Agnes, Am I deceived ? 

Thornhagh. Not so, fair girl ; 

A line proud as thine own in me is sealed. 

Agnes. Thank heaven for that. {Aside,) 
How like lost Thornhagh's voice. 

Thornhagh, By the swift adt only can we judge our 
kind ; 
The clash of rival thoughts, rending our heart, 
Goes by unknown. To thee of all, the strife 
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'Twixt King and country ravaging my breast 
Cannot be told. See here thy father's enemy. 

Agones, Enemy ? Oh ! no. 

Thou takest a holy pattern for revenge, 
And turnest thy curse to blessing. 

Thornhagh, It should be so. 

Agnes, Good deeds betrayed the 'haviour of thy heart ; 
While villainous desires, hid cunningly 
Within their breast, the hopeful hour drew forth, ' 
And wide revealed their cherished infamy. 

Thornhagh. So bashful love by sudden strife is pricked 
To bruit its secret longing. Thy skill in hearts 
Piercing even now my bosom's mystery. 
Makes patent my deep lovei Shrink not, dear girl, 
From this fantastic shriving of my heart ; 
Had not superior fate ta'en countless pains 
To fence our hearts with keenest enmities, 
I had not thus thee wooed, but following rule, 
With statelier manners had besought thy hand. ' 

Agnes, Success may laugh grave manners out of 
door, 
And Were my poor self of my heart sole owner, 
'Twere thine without a question ; but being bound 
Not to bestow it without his allowance 
Who heretofore hath held the charter of it ; 
I may not list the music of thy song 
Without his careful noting. 

Thornhagh. E'en now I hear 

The heavy sentence and the faltering doom ; 
Yet feels the banished wretch not less his woe, 
Though banishment be spoke midst piteous tears ; 
And if not primed with more than mortal pity. 
Thy father, even on Thornhagh's rebel son, 
Must banishment pronounce. 

Agnes. ' Thornhagh ? Banishment ? 

Thornhagh. Aye, dearest girl, even that sad word 
he'll breathe. 
I stood beside my father's grave, to feel 
With him my boyish world had passed away. 
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There, linked with mine thy father's honest hand, 

And drew me to his home. They two had lived 

In a<5l and thought as one ; and heaven decreed 

Them equal station in the eyes of men ; 

While love enduring wrought thy sire, Sir Hugh, 

To mould my unfixed mind, until it took 

His edge and contour who so lately spake 

The word of truth, and speaks it yet to him ; 

Whereby my life should be the trough and pipe 

Of his e'er flowing virtue. But who may bind 

The ranging spirit which to chosen ends 

Wings its surprising* flight. Enough there stole 

Beneath the cloud of my perplexity 

A sunny gleam, toward which my hope made wing. 

And yet doth it sustain. Slowly I knew 

Sovereignty's end was but a people's love : 

The wraps and guards, which screen it from the touch 

Of common fingers, are its grave and pall. 

It hath so broad a shelter for mankind 

'Twill not allow a few join sel§sh hands 

To claim its grateful shade. But this my sire 

And thine, with faith unquestioning, believed 

To be device and practise ; broached to strip 

From kingly state, man's badge of liberty. 

Its awe and power ; and land it in the dust. 

Soon fades the memOry of an early love. 

When present discord spurs the ready mind 

To seek occasion for offence. Being once estranged, 

Our passionate souls to coward doubts gave ear, 

And turned back on their wrongs ; their fancied wrongs. 

But thou like the loved rainbow spannest the void. 

To each a glory, and a glimpse of heaven. 

A^nes, Oh ! he will love thee even as me he loves. 
I will for thee beseech him prayerfully ; 
Will cling about his knees ; and leave him not 
Till he has blessed thee with a full forgiveness, 
My childhood's love, deliverer from death. 

Thornhagh. Time's secret breast with many a grief is 
stored, 
But yet hath room for blessings : keep thy love 
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So locked within thy heart that scarcely hope 
Can force an entrance. 

Agnes. Fie ! Thou art drowned in fears. 

Doth such a depth of separation part us 
That e'en light- winged hope must turn aback ? 

Thornhagh. We ought not hope for that which can- 
not be ; 
For what will be we have no need of hope : 
Keep we our love ; time doth love's knots unbind, 
Wrong ways come right, so love right ways would find. 

lExeunt, 

SCENE LAST.— ACT I. 

Raising the Standard at Nottingham. King Charles, 
Princes Charles, James, Rupert, and Maurice ; 
Stanhope, Willoughby, Nobles, Courtiers, 
Heralds, Men-at-Arms, Citizens, &c. 

King, Welcome, brave hearts ! 

The morning beam scarce streaks the sober east, 
Whilst jealous of sweet nature's morning song 
Night lothly quits her seat. Ye honoured friends, 
Touched by our travail in our country's weal. 
And by her present danger deeply moved. 
Sleep's welcome pleasures scorn ; hastening to pledge 
Your priceless lives to keep our liberties 
Fresh as the springing day ; who can be free. 
When secret traitors walk with''wildered friends; 
When wholesome thoughts in foul suspicion die ; 
When right doth blend with wrong; and doubtful souls, 
Lost in despair, mate tremblingly with sin. 
Yet feebly call for their deliverance. 
Thou Lord of day, the Archetype of power 
And regal attribute on earth ! smile out 
Thy gladdening beams ; yea be my crown 
Of thee the palpable reflection ; quicken 
My kingdom's loyahy, and shrivel up 
Deep lurking treason in her gloomy depths ; 
Shine out till night grows honest as the day ; 
Till thought is fair as speech ; till murderers fear 
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Within the sweep of thy detec5ling light 

To do their bloody work. Ye clarions spout 

Your floods of welcome through our broad domain ; 

Your voices lift up to the arch of heaven ; 

Let cheer on cheer load the rude gale, until 

The tranced isles are awake with loyalty. 

[Shouts and flourish of trumpets. 

Stanhope, Oh, king ! what heart shakes not its prison 
bars. 
Whose curdling blood hath not new flow, to list 
Thee plead thy cause and truth's before the world ? 
Honest his grief who dares make large his woe. 
And leave his secret in the mouths of men. 
Thine are thy people's pangs. At us through thee 
Are aimed the shafts of treason, and through thee 
We will send a bloody answer to our foes. 
Out, then, bright sword ; and thou, anointed Lord, 
Receive and register my vow. I here devote 
Myself in lands and life to keep undimmed 
Thy crown's accustomed lustre ; and proclaim 
Him worthy death, who with unsheathed glaive, 
Or the more damned cunning of his tongue. 
Makes practice 'gainst thy life. Good lords with me, 
donfirm your several offers of good service 
So each by the other hath his purpose stayed. 
Cross we our honest blades, and swear to fight 
For king, for laws, religion, and our right. 

[They cross swords. 

Enter Queen Henrietta and Attendants. 

King. This greeting hath aroused my gentle love. 
And I do kiss thy hand for mercy. 

Queen. 'Tis ruder call than pipe of April lark 
Assaulting heaven with slumber-scaring song ; 
Yet 'neath such loud-mouthed welcome to the morn 
Even timid souls grow bold. 

King, True, sweet dove ; thou 

Erewhile hast frighted been at gentle blast 
Of horn sweet-lipped winded by thy desire. 
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Queen, Alack ! 

Would that our days now to such music passed. 

King, Not unto him whom fate hath given a crown 
Is added peace ; for others must he win 
The joy supreme. 

Enter Aspley leading Agnes. 

(Speaks.) Your pardon, lieges. In our poverty 
Hath lain our easy passage to the court. 

Stanhope, Hold ! 

King, Nay, nay. 

Stanhope. It must be : there may be danger here. 

King, Hath then the King laid down his dignity ? 
'Twere better end to die doing the right 
Than be so poor a wight forbid the throne. 

Willoughhy {to the Queen), My gracious Lady, 

Lean justice in thy breast small favour finds, 
But gives the place to pity : this fraud to fteal 
Into thy presence in a pauper's coat 
Punishment merits ; but oh ! Queen, behold 
The object sole of my idolatry, 
My motherless child. Forgive my rude request, 
Begging thee open wide thy noble heart 
To fold her in the volume of its love. 

Queen, 'Tis as thou wilt ; 

Thy child shall be our bosom's intimate. 

Willoughhy {to the King), Most honoured Lord, 

Success emboldens me to put thy heart 
To final proof of love : see in these rags 
My priest and monitor whose holy zeal 
Age leaves untamed ; safely within thy heart 
May he be cornered as a worthy guest. 

King, Arise, old man : to thee may fitly kneel 
They who earth's bonds inherit. To thy desire. 
No less for our advantage than thy peace 

we bend. 
Come, Heart, the guests await our presence. 

[^Exeunt omnes. 
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ACT II.— SCENE I. 

A Camp. Newark. Enter King and Willoughby. 

After a Messenger. 

Willoughby. Speak, messenger ! 

Messenger. At Nottingham our banner is thrown 
. down, 
While rebel swarms the anointed king defy. 

King. Call Stanhope hither — not a night shall pass 
Ere he doth set up there our seat again. 

[Exit Messenger. 
Even in our person we will this siege oppose : 
Our crown not beggared of a single gem, 
These haughty rebels, with front unabashed, 
Make war upon and vow to tread to dust : 
Treason can flourish but when coward hearts 
Inhabit kingly breasts. Let but our courage 
Twin with our dignity, and sacred place. 
This bold aspiring treason will recoil. 

Willoughby. My Liege? 

Oft noblest ends means most ignoble need ; 
The pearl lies hidden in the filthy ooze. 
And he who'd win it must grope his devious way 
Through much pollution ; while to gain our prize, 
The kingdom's peace, we must put off our pride. 
Smother a soldier's hope — even that most loved. 
The encounter deadly foot to foot opposed. 
This eager host, like puppies in the leash, 
Will hang and tire, and ere long fall upon 
Their cheerless keepers so no game is afoot ; 
But sight of thy brave ranks will still their riot. 
And edge their bloody purpose. 

King. What ? Would'st urge me, 

Owl-like, to seek the shelter of a hedge 
Against a pack of daws ? No, no, brave heart, 
Thy honest counsel lacks its wonted wit ; 
'Tis best to venture all where all's demanded. 
If my poor life alone would purchase peace, 
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Thou hast my word Pd make the sacrifice ; 

But to forswear myself, dim my crown's brightness, 

Holding of men that I now hold of heaven, 

ril dare the chance of arms, and, if needs, fall 

With all my dignity. 

Willoughhy. Aye, my good Lord, 

To keep unstained thy awful oaths my life 
At forfeit stands ; but to fulfil our inmost hopes 
So well I'd have thee husband here thy power, 
Even this remorseless kind should try in vain 
To leap or mine our fence. 

King. Had I least cause 

In this persistent countering of my will 
Thy faith to question 

Willoughhy, Sire ! my life is thine. 

Justice as well as mercy arms thy hand. 
And I am content to suffer all her pains 
If, in the advising this inglorious work. 
Success desert my counsel. 

King. Friend, enough : 

There is that within thee bends our will to thine ; 
Who's strong by nature needs no sword to awe 
The crowd of man ; instinct in each prepares 
The one t' assume the leadership unchecked, 
And suffer it the other. Be with us presently ; 
Our labours have no end, and we but mount 
From toil to toil to win the calm at last. 

[Exit King. 

Willoughhy. Excellent King. 

Indeed thou art troubled since thy mind's sweet peace 
E'en to its depths is stirred. 

Enter Agnes. 

Agnes. Again to part. Farewells make up life's chain. 

Willoughhy. By sudden blast outswept from summer 
flower. 
The hopeful bee returns on constant wing. 

Agnes. But when or where shall we together come ? 
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Time hath her hand on us, and may intend, 

So little can we pierce her mystery, 

After this storm to bring us lasting peace. 

Fearing the winter's chill, the swallow flies 

Her native roof, and seeks a kinder land : 

But, nursed in love, she plumes a ready wing 

Towards the once sheltering eaves ; and with new zeal 

Erects the shattered nest, or builds beside. 

So shall I seek thee, though the fire and sword, 

Time's common tools, have wasted far and wide. 

Willoughhy. Hard task to unwind thy tender arms, 
whose press 
Renews departed joys : look up, my child. 
Thy gentle face thy mother's legacy, 
Not fairer, but as fair, steals from my soul 
Its earlier purpose, and dissolves my will. 
Speak out thy terms ; shall we forsake this world, 
Extinguish pride, seal up all hope, and beg 
Our way to some wild sterile land, forgot 
In the world's telling ? 

Agnes. And leave behind thy honour ? 

No name coined of weak fear to hide thy state. 
Nor garment fashioned to blot out remembrance. 
Could hide thee from thyself. Who wins respect 
But him who weareth honour on his front } 
Remembering this, what folly 'twere to flee. 
With honour all the world's a resting place. 
Without it but a prison. Look in mine eyes, 
If therein swim an atomy of aught 
To honour strange, pluck out th' offending spot, 
And sightless I will pray away my life 
For my great sin. 

Willoughhy, Take, child, my waxen heart, and give it 
the shape 
Thy reigning fancy lists. This parting hour 
Maketh thee shepherd, wheretofore the lamb. 

Agnes. Here tarry to confound thy master's foes ; 
Amidst uncertainty his certain hope. 
Who lists the tempter's voice is well nigh lost ; 
Take heart, and from our parting win new strength 

B 
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To face the worst, and bear what is to come. 

Willoughhy. Speak on, brave child, and let me drink 
thy words ; 
I love thee even as one approaching death 
Loves him who lengthens life. 

Agnes, We met to part. 

Willoughhy. But there's a point betwixt must be and is, 
Makes quail the strongest ; take thyself away, 
I cannot bid thee go. 

Agnes. Turn not away thy face ; 

Good father Aspley listeth in my service, 
A champion bom to brave a mocking world. 

Willoughhy. A thousand hopes attend thee. 

Enter Aspley and Alice. 

Ah ! he comes 
To steal my life of life. Go, child. Farewell ! 
One moment. Fare thee well ! [Exit. 

Agnes. Oh ! best of men and fathers ! 
Come to our task. [Exeunt. 

ACT II.— SCENE II. 

Thornhagh discovered. Enter Stanhope, hound. 

With Soldiers. 

Thornhagh. Am I alive ? Art thou real flesh and 
blood ? 
Or mirror but mine eyes the teeming growth 
Of my outrageous fancy ? Ah ! I live 
To see my youth-mate all undone with grief, 
Though on his face the shadow only falls 
Of his heart's sorrow. 

Stanhope. I pray thee spare me not. 

Thornhagh, Strip from his gentle hands these bar- 
barous withes, 
And for him hold me bound. Stanhope, our fate, 
Blasting youth's dream, hath set us sword to sword, 
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And victory might on either head descend 
Without a cry of wonder : but whence comes 
This freak of conquest ? Whose rude mailed hand 
So starkly smites thee ere thou hast flashed thy brand 
Or flung the gage of war ? 

Stanhope, My cause, if not my will, 

Compels me lay my finger on my lip. 
And take the pains of silence : do thy best 
To keep thy anxious eyes from pity's rheum, 
For 'tis to increase the burthen of my fate 
To know thou feel'st its hardness. 

Thornhagh {to a soldier), Know'st thou the tale ? 

Soldier, Leading by night a noble company 
To win back Nottingham unto the king, 
A fearsome storm amid the forest rose, 
Strewing his path with huge and frightful wreck, 
And scattering his proud host ; unhorsed, disarmed. 
Lost without hope within the woody maze. 
Into our hands he wandered. 

Thornhagh, Yea, by the fierce and froward elements 
Into our hand art led ; but even in war 
We ought some limit to advantage make. 
Lest in our need we lack apology. 
Not back unto the flood the thrifty wight 
Returns his hard-won waife, 'tis gain for pains ; 
But cannot we e'en claim a toilsome hour 
For such prodigious prize ; and thy duresse 
Were a continual blister to our peace ; 
For where we can we must war's biting edge 
Soften ; Stanhope, I do but right myself. 
Thank me not for it, to take thee out of bonds. 
And give thee utter freedom. 

Stanhope, Being my jailer, 

I am content to pace my sodden cell, 
And muse with thee o'er freedom : who shall say 
The wide world's round offereth a sweeter peace 
Than the locked dungeon ? The crippling gyve 
Bringeth new grief, but our old bitter pains. 
The sickening sight of busy wicked men. 
Elbowing away the good ; the constant strife 
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Of the mean braggart to exalt himself, 
And mask his sin with virtue ; the pursuit 
Of self advantage ; the dishonest puq)ose 
Mantling its aim in clouds of honey words, 
The clanging door shuts out ; and we have time 
To slough life's stain away. 

Thornhagh, I cannot be thy keeper. 

Stanhope, Even for a friend no perjury shall cling 
About thy heart. I will not have thy freedom. 
Come, do your prisoner's bidding. 

[Stanhope marches away followed by soldiers, 
and lastly by Thornhagh.] 

ACT II.— SCENE III. 

Death of Sir Hugh Willoughby. 
A Chamber. Sir Hugh supported by Attendants. 

Willoughby, Oh ! tardy Stanhope; *twas thy heart's 
last hope 
To be my henchman even beside my grave. 
I feel a mortal anguish in my wound, ^ 

Mocking life's wildest hopes. Oh ! could I live 
To pen the King the word of victory, 
Or hear her booming distant in my ears 
It were a cry enough to still my pains. 
And bear me out of life. Oh ! what your hope, 
Kind souls, who thus support a dying cause ? 

First Attendant, Master, I love thee still. 

Willoughby. Thou should'st not, boy ; 

Comes no advancement from a dying bed. 

Second Attendant, Think not of us, good Lord. 

Willoughby. Ah! 'tis my joy 

To know no curses mingle with my cries. 

[Reclifiing with Attendants. 

Gisborne {entering — aside). Is it come to this ? Thine 
is the day, my Lord ! 
Thrice through their maddened ranks huge Sweetlips 
poured 
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Her fiery Hoods, yet forward still they pressed, 
Most resolute to die. Again the murderous shower 
Their thinned ranks harried, and the increasing fear 
By horror fed, conquest's last hope overcame. 
Then faltered they, and sullenly withdrew. 

[Distant shouts. 

Willoughhy, Away, good friends. [Attendants leave. 
Aye, men give out your joy. 
Where, where is Stanhope ? 

Gisborne, Gone, my good Lord, to win us Nottingham. 

Willoughhy, Gone 1 gone ! 

Good Stanhope, gone ? Then hope thou art gone too. 

Gisborne, He may return. 

Willoughby. But when ? 

Gisborne. I cannot say, my Lord. 

Willoughby. Most comfortless, yet honest counsellor. 
On thy smooth brow no lines of death are scored ; 
Old Aspley, Stanhope, Agnes, every one 
Who loved me, flees, and I am left alone. 

[Pauses. 

Gisborne. My good Lord, I am here. 

Willoughby (his mind wandering.) See, see, they do 
not fly : again they come ; 
Biron remount your horse, Chaworth close up 
Your opened ranks ! press on them bravely, men ! 
Ah ! ah ! 'tis well ; keep to't, keep to't, they yield ! 
Spur hard ; spare not your soldiers ; see, they fly ; 
We've won ! good Charles, thine is the victory. 

[Pauses. 
Weaved thy fair fingers, child, this sunny wreath ? 
Stay, let me free this lock : relentless thorn, 
Thou hast no heart or would'st to beauty yield. 
^Tis free again. Oh ! Agnes, do not go ; [Pauses. 

Beside my knee again outpour thy prayer — 
Enough ! enough ! Since thou dost call me, death, 
I yield, I yield at once : what use to parley ? 
No trick can keep thee off. Be merciful. 
Stanhope, thou tarryest long. {To Gisborne) See, friend, 
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This is my will ; see it safe in his hand. 
Oh ! King, I have thy word ; thou wilt be true. 
Pray for me, child ; soon, soon we shall meet again. 
Farewell ! (Dies,) 



(END OF ACT 11.^ 



TROTH. 23 

ACT III.— SCENE I. 
Twilight. A Village. Enter Thornhagh. 

Thomhagh. The soldier sworn to obey his chieftain 

hest, 
His will surrenders, in the certain hope 
In glory, or in constancy he will find 
Fitting reward for his obedience. 
But never cruel word unkindlier sped 
Than to command me conquer Broxtowe's walls. 
Or in the venture die. But the despoiled 
Shall know we make not war for lust or gain ; 
And unto Agnes willingly I yield 
Each smiling rood of my paternal lands. 
In this conveyed (shewing a paper), Alas ! Why was it 

my task 
To steal unchallenged to my lady's bower, 
Prize making of her books and broidery ? 
What mighty war to seize a ringdove's nest. 
To load a lap-dog with a massy chain. 
With serious face to free a petted bird 
To prison more than liberty endeared ; 
'Twere well to have wreathed our brows with summer 

flowers. 
Our swords compelled to crooks, and piercing spears 
Exchanged for tuneful reeds ; fit panoply 
To force a way o'er squares of sunny green 
And ranks of roses. Why fate led'st not whither 
Summons to yield but drew defiance down. 
And worst for worst rang from the battlements. 
Ah ! who thus lightly foots the shadowy path ? 
Ho ! stranger. What swift errand quickens thy step ? 
The shimmering hour should find thy labour done. 
What, Agnes ? 

Agnes. Thornhagh ? 

Thomhagh. Oh ! enchantment blest ! 

Preserve me 'neath this spell, my gentle love ; 
Oh ! speak and vanish not : nay, lest thy voice 
Should break this heartening ravishment, forbear 
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To speak, and in thy tell-tale eyes, Til read 
Thy heart's sweet story. Almost I fear to peer 
Into these sparkling fires, lest my cold glance 

Should quickly quench their light, and end my bliss. 

• 

Agnes. Dear heart ; out of thy fancy buildest a world. 
Speak ! answer me ; whence came this wondrous love. 
Erst while emboldening me to read my fate 
Within thine eyes ; bidding me love the night 
Ceiling their depths, so I might dreaming lie 
And see thee with my soul. 

Thornhagh. ^ay, ask me not : 

Thou art my teacher, rather tell me why 
Heaven lent thee winsomeness, and clad thy frame 
With such a suit of beauty ; say why waves 
This golden wilderness in the soft wind ; 
And to tfie teeming riches of thy heart 
Is imped the constant music of thy tongue. 
Then may I tell whence comes this wondrous love. 

Agnes. And this imperfedl love where shall it lead ? 
Will it no grosser task on us enjoin 
Than spell at eve the pleasure of the day. 
Or spoiling memory's garden of her flowers 
Feed with their sweet distilment love's frisk flame. 

Thornhagh. We are of earth, but may look up to 
heaven. 
The summer day adorned with leaf and flower 
Is but the prelude of the days to come. 
When spoil and havoc lord them o'er the scene. 

Agnes. Ah ! love, thou pluck'st my soaring fancy 
down. 
And mind'st me I am woman. Came I hither 
But to conceal my sorrow from the \yorld : 
And as one sated of life's enterprise 
Taste with new zest the simple joys of home. 

Thornhagh. Home ? 

There gapes the grave of all my happiness. 

Agnes. What frenzy is this ? 

Thornhagh. As one once sinning in his breast aye 
feels 
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A witness of his guilt, and shrinking turns * 

A screening hand 'gainst even forgiving eyes, 

So do I turn from thee, most loved, most wronged. 

Being oath'd to obey, forth went my bitter task 

To win thy well-loved Broxtowe ; it is done ; 

Yea, and by me thou art barred from thine own door. 

Agnes. Renowned and noble deed. 

Oh ! 'tis for this I have loved, for this concealed 
My wayward passion from earth's truest man ; 
For this, have sold my little all of love 
To such a huckster ; have sent my heart to jail, 
And 'gainst all sense immured my maiden will 
Within thine honour's dungeon : and see for what ? 
To learn man's holiest vows are but a trap, 
Cunningly baited with a savoury word. 
To catch the ready fool. You have me now ; 
Complete your glorious triumph, and dismiss 
Me to the neighbouring town with twenty stripes, 
So may I bear a mark to win me food 
And make me famous 'midst ill doers. 

Thornhagh. I blame thee not : 

Even vilest things some grain of good pervades, 
And my cursed heart to thee shall render up 
Its drop of blessing. My fretful vow fulfilled. 
Thy foot the first shall press thy winsome glades. 
And upon smooth and sunny wing again 
Thy happiness shall soar. 

Agnes. What, soothsayer art, hushing my bosom's 
tumult ? 
Wakes sleepy faith, forth stretching her white hands : 
I thee believe, my lip wrath all unsay ; 
And will seek out some humble sheltering roof 
Where may I bury my astounding grief 
Till thou redeem me. 

Thornhagh, I cannot mate thy greatness : 

Yet some mean shew of justice I'll attempt (producing 

a paper) f 
Freeholder of my lands herein becomest. 
And of my home art master. Every spot 
Mind hallowed, or to nearest hope endeared, 
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I give to th'ee. Oh ! what a mocking gift 
To filch a well filled purse, and dole a piece 
With tardy hand. 

Agnes. I will not hear thy chiding : 

For those whom chance first set, but love constrains, 
Within the scope of my caprice to linger, 
Freely as thou bestowest I take thy gift. 

Thomhagh. Ah ! Now I see the love light in thine 
eyes, 
And rosy-fingered day doth touch thy cheek 
To tell love's night ts passed. What grief was mine, 
To note thy gloomy brow and quivering lip, 
And find a cloudlet where should beam the sun ; 
But now the joy so well o'ercomes the pain, 
'Twere well to have borne the smart for so much gain. 

Agnes, 'Tis easier in a woman to endure 
The scorn and hatred of a hundred tongues, 
Or carry the load of penury, than bear 
To think him less than best whom she had clothed 
With her heart's riches. But in this content. 
She can encounter all the flings of fate, 
And wear her hardship as a jewelled crown. 

Thornhagh, Best even when worst used. But soon 
'tis eve. 
The lavish day hath left but little cheer, 
But ere into night's spreading lap she sink, 
Spendthrift of all her store, thou must pursue 
The forest path, trending to thy new hearth, 
And I will be thy guide. 

Agnes. I thank thee, love. 

Thornhagh. Soon our close thoughts shall loosen into 
words, 
And the drear road enliven. Come, let us hasten. 
Sweetheart, your hand. 

[ExeunL 
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ACT III.— SCENE II. 

An Interior, Gisborne dis/covered reading. 

Gisborne, Ah ! Willoughby 1 

No growth of wildering words hides thy design ; 
*Tis a plain will, and like thy honest sword, 
Throughout of equal edge. Why let it slip 
Passport to certain wealth, and boundless power^ 
If by some slight defacement, easily made. 
The favoured Stanhope may in me be found. 
We may so carry us that the humble bow 
Shall lead up to command, and the servile knee 
Sway him to whom 'tis bent. Rises my star : 
No niche or cranny *neath Hugh's ample roof 
Hath 'scaped the inquest of my curious eyes : 
His life is as a mirror fore my face. 
Wherein his every ac5l is perfected. 
So on occasion I can note him down, 
Retouch the fading outline of his life. 
And wake again some nigh forgotten charm. 
Was it not my luck to soothe his mortal frame 
In its last anguish ? Save Gisborne, who can tell 
That strife with death mourners aye quake to hear. 
But fain will learn ? Up, courage, up ! support me 
Whiles I grasp fate's warm hand. 

[He erases the name of Stanhope and 
inserts his own. 

'Tis done ! Let me be wary : 
Even patient spiders from their toilsome webs 
Rudely are swept by light and gleeful wings : 
This man of steel, whom startling war condemns 
To lingering solitude, by some new trick 
May win his freedom, and my hopes confound : 
*Tis little art forsooth to lime the twig, 
But he may boast indeed who traps the songster. 
Swift thought, swift ac5l, this hour I must away, 
And make a confidant of tongueless night. 

[Exit. 
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Enter Alice. (Sings J, 

What were spring without ks flowers, 

Love without its kiss ; 
What were life without its hours, 

Though ah ! too few, of bliss. 
Spring ne'er comes without her flowers ; 
Life hath aye her favoured hours ; 
Love ne*er flourishes — I wis, 
Without solemn sealing kiss. 

So ran the ballad which he made me here. 
Then life appeared even as a bud in June 
Swollen with beauty, and I inly hoped 
I might possess it wholly ; but have come 
The storm and shower, and the purfled leaf 
Hath shrivelled into ruin ; even here 
Death, like the silent icy mist, hath slid, 
And ta'en his due, a fruit prepared to fall ; 
Making such harvest of my kin as leaves 
Me next his hand. While he who lured my heart 
From solitude, and linked it with his own. 
Follows may be some knight on distant field 
To win an unmarked grave, the soldier's meed. 

Enter Tillard. 

Oh ! blest surprise ; they wit not our true joy 
Who fix aforetime love's brief festal hour ; 
Thy heart's delight upon thy cheek is written, 
And tells its story in thy brimming eye. 

Alice. Sweet heart, sith eyes and cheeks, 

Together league my secret'st thoughts to win, 
'Twere vain to hide my love ; yet do I grieve. 

Tillard. Ah ! ah ! Thy griefs. 

Like daring goss'mers, tickle, not annoy. 
This kiss 

Alice. Not till thy hand. 

Heavy with wrong against my lady's peace. 
Hath holpen her again to Broxtowe's state. 

Tillard. What evil fancies shake me to the core ? 
Bid me not be a traitor ; else thou mayest. 
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So soon doth the new sin provoke new use. 
Bewail thy counsel. 

Alice, My lady is wronged ; 

And he no traitor is who rights her wrong. 

Tillard. Am I not oathed ? 

Alice. Oh ! shameful oath, whereof it is the kernel. 
From her own hearth to bar a tender maid. 

Tillard, The time may come. 

Alice, It may. Until it come. 

Sure holy church shall never make us one. \ExiL 

Tillard, Ah ! Gone ? Does woman reason ? Can 
man love ? 
Somewhat too proudly I have home me up. 
Stiff in my souPs approval. Come back ! come back ! 
Thy tinkling tongue awakes old memories. 
Ah, fled ! oh ! what an easy task had I 
Before my sleepy soul to right myself; 
Each modest reason stepped her proper place 
Till I was girt by truth, invincible. 
Yet fore love's lance my fortress topples o'er. 
And leaves me quite unhoused. The maid is right : 
She suffers most who ought the least to grieve, 
Thomhagh perchance shall be as rudely waked 
As his poctf servitor. Oh ! daring love, 
Thou comest a whirlwind down our well trimmed 

thoughts. 
And leavest our bosoms but a wilderness. 
Though needs it bag and staff, TH seek thee out. 

[Exit, 

ACT III.— SCENE III. 

Thornhagh Hall. A Garden. Agnes and Aspley 

discovered. Evening. 

Aspley. Though ne'ertofore to such good use devote 
As sheltering thee, this house long time hath felt 
Good Thornhagh's care, and to him and his race, 
Owes its fair face and sweet environment. 
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What madness to forsake this peaceful nest 
For the dim prospect of a fleeting home 
In man's inconstant breast — not oft obtained, 
Nor ever long endured. 

Agnes. Here would I pause 

To take my life up link by link, or peer 
With wistful eye into futurity. 
'Tis sweet to pore o'er nature's loveliest page, 
And note at ease the witchery of eve : 
Lo ! here the plough, at set of sun disused. 
Answering the moonbeam from its furrow, gleams ; 
There patient beasts unyoked proclaim their joy 
In concert shrill ; while from the sombre wood 
Limps to her juicy meal the doubtful hare, 
And with her shadow plays. 

Aspley, Alas ! alas ! 

He only who can see the one in all, 
And sip the pleasure of variety. 
Chafes in his lofty place, and knows not peace : 
Man only man, his own true enemy, 
Spurning the empire he in Eden gained, 
Monarch o'er all himself inferior. 
Still restless plots to win dominion o'er 
His mortal fellow. 

Enter Alice. 

Alice, Mistress, come quickly. One thy presence 
seeks, 
Who from his hosen to his russet beard. 
Is travel stained. 

Agnes. Whose runner is the man ? 

Alice, Nay, I know not. 

Strideth he gloomily the sounding floor ; 
Then, like a hound unfed and over tired, 
A moment sprawls, to start and pace again. 

Agnes. Strange messenger ! Oh ! father, counsel me : 
Is't fit to accord him audience ? 

Aspley. Most fit : 

The point of custom everywhere is broken. 
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Agnes, Bid him come hither without further word. 

[^Exit Alice, 
Take place where even his faintest shrift 
Shall roun4ly fill thine ear. 

[Aspley retires behind a bower. 
I wait thy message ; but 'tis hard indeed 
To think it brings me joy. 

Enter Gisborne. {Kneels,) 

Gisborne. Lady ! 

Ere thou dost speak, forgive me with thine eyes. 

Agnes. Forgive thee ? 

What hidden evil brings thee to thy knees ? 

Gisborne. Sir Hugh, my noble chief. 

Agnes. Ah ! he lives ? Is well ? 

What dagger hides within thy sheathing lips ? 
Speak, man, or thou wilt push me past the bounds 
Of gentle dealing. 

Gisborne. I will retire awhile. 

Agnes. Nay ! nay ! thou art too much the man to 
shrink 
From the wild threatening of a troubled girl. 
Oh 1 reticence ill timed ; the extremest gage 
Of my affection seek'st to win the proof. 
He lives ? About him throng the wisest, best, 
Eager for counsel : thou the truth withholdest 
To swell this huge addition to my joy. 

Gisborne. Fain would I tell thee as thy love desires ; 
But a great joy outstrips the courier's haste. 
And needs no envoy. • 

Agnes. Sir, I pray go on. 

My bosom, tranquil as an autumn noon, 
Unmoved can bear the onslaught of thy tongue ; 
Fear not to upbuild woe ; its highest heighth 
With stronger pinion my dispassionate soul 
Shall top serenely. 

Gisborne. It is a brave resolve ! 

Needs must I touch thee to the quick. Learn, Lady, 
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Our chief, thy sire, amid victorious shoutsi^ 
Music most ravishing to his war-used ears, 
Died in my arms 1 

Agnes. Died in thy arms and not in mine ? 
Why was I robbed of such a cruel joy 
Whereto my shrinking heart had long been schooled. 

Enter Aspley. 

Gisborne (aside). Ah ! One who knows me. Ere he 
his harness donned 
Bowed his stiff knees to earth, and heaven besought 
To bless his child. 

Agnes. May that sweet prayer go up. 

Aspley. Come, daughter ; 

Fain would I step between thee and thy grief, 
And end this bitter wrestling with thy soul ; 
But sorrow hath a touch beyond man's power 
To stop or lighten ; yet mourners have a way 
To thin their solid pains, and have I spent 
A profitless and even malingering life. 
Not to have power, now thou demand'st its use. 
To point it unto thee ? 

Agnes. O teach me all thou knowest. 

Loving the peaceful past, some russet leaves. 
On frozen branches linger, loth to yield, 
Their shred of summer splendour ; and Pd keep 
In my chill breast every remaining thought. 
Oh ! sire beloved, of thee weak memory leaves ; 
To mind me of the plenty of thy love. 

[Exeunt Aspley and Agnes. 

Gisborne. I too must be thy teacher. These meek 
men. 
By the prepared surrender of their wills 
To other's natures, grow so in their hearts. 
That, like the mistletoe in hawthorn wedged. 
They steal the nobler life. 



[END OF ACT III,] 
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ACT IV.— SCENE I. 

An Apartment. Gisborne and Agnes discovered. 

Gishorne. Fair Lady ! 

Had not obedience to thy father's wish 
O'erwhelmed all other counsel, I had forborne 
To win thee, even a moment, from thy grief. 

Agnes. Pray, sir, go on. {Aside,) 
Peace, peace, thou troubled heart. 

Gishorne, This precious witness of,thy father's love 
(producing Hugh's will) 
By him was placed in my unworthy hand ; 
While with a ready but afflicfled ear, 
I learned his last desires. 

Agnes {addressing the packet). Known, yet unknown ; 
Father, 'twere passed thy art, though all thy care. 
To shape in words the fulness of thy love. (To Gishorne.) 
My jealous scrutiny shall skip no line ; 
That o'er, I'll presently attend thee. [Exit Agnes. 

Gishorne. Thy humours 

Weary- my fancy, and my plans unseal ; 

Agnes {entering). 

Lady ! 
My story makes me hateful to thine eyes ; 
For nature will, against the strife of reason. 
Assert her sway, and thou dost bid me go. 

Agnes. Thy place is here, 

Since 'tis so plainly written on this parchment ; 
Relic more sacred now than martyr's bones : 
And, as thou lovedst thy friend, my father, stay 
To earn an orphan's thanks. Lo ! he appears 

[Enter Aspley. 
Whose tongue's sweet wisdom privily I'd sip ; 
Most bounteous when most taxed. Goc«d father, stay. 
{To Gishorne.) Adieu, good sir! ne'er closed more 
grievous day. 
c 
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Gisbome (aside). My thoughts shall serve for slumbers. 
Pity 'tis, 
Men may not strike, e'en at their enemies. 

[Exit Gisborne. 
Though fain we would keep unto ourselves our joy ; 
We'd halve our sorrows in a friendly ear. 
Witness kind soul, not so with thee I've dealt, 
But made thee master of my mind's quick moods. 
Even here this new ambassador of grief, 
Hath set within my hand my father's will ; 
Whose wishes death hath wrought into commands, 
And I am enjoined to allow his presence here : 
Obey him in all things, and turn for rede. 
Unto his fruitful and foreseeing mind. 
A noble scorn may be but churlish doubt. 
And generous confidence but purblind folly ; 
Resolve me gentle father of my fears. 
And help me to the right. 

Aspley, It were a task 

Worthy the toil of heroes ; but I lack 
E'en common knowledge of the ways of men. 
Their larded words, or uncfluous hollowness. 
My ignorance doth speak when I do say. 
There seems in him too quick a sympathy 
For thy distress ; since his keen eye doth glass 
Thy several humours, and thy notes of grief 
Are chorded in his heart. 'Twere well, methinks. 
To seek one practised in such grave affairs ; 
Or, if needs be, to move our gracious king 
Take thee in hand, and bend to thee his ear. 

Agnes. No friend have I but thou to work this end. 

Aspley. This hour I go. Meanwhile thy guest obey, 
Far as he dares command. 

Agnes. Nathless he'll find 

Compliance can o'ermaster arrogance. 
Though it grows by the dial. Come, to the King. 

[Exeunt, 
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ACT IV.—SCENE II. 
A Cell. Stanhope discovered Enter Aspley. 
Stanhope, Welcome, old man ! 

• 

Aspley. Had age not spread night's curtain 'fore mine 
eyes, 
And my ears drowsed with the hum of years, 
Stanhope I had dared to call thee. 

Stanhope, Right, good father, 

Aspley. Alack ! alack ! 'twas to have been thy part 
To have played the jailer to thy pretty ward. 

Stanhope, Sir Hugh one time did name me for her 
tyrant : 
His life's desires are plentifully locked 
Within my breast ; but my aye crooked fate. 
Burying me here amid the bloom of years. 
Leaves him unscathed. 

Aspley. Forbear thy speech, 

Mocking the general sorrow : good Sir Hugh, 
Battling his country's enemies, winning fell. 

Stanhope. Dead ? Dead ? 

Aspley. 'Tis even so. 

Stanhope. A heavy stroke. 

But good cause never timely martyr lacked ; 
His death shall prick a hundred witnesses 
To seek the post of honour. How fares the maid. 
For whom her father's love was lore enough, 
No other knowledge cherishing. 

Aspley. Ill, Stanhope, ill ; 

To grimy night sinks her life's rosy morn ; 
Her father dead ; profaned her peaceful hearth 
With clang of rebel's feet ; herself reduced 
To munch permissive crusts at other's board ; 
And taught to feel amidst obsequious bows 
The only slave : upheaped o'er these indignities. 
An unknown varlet bold in his new got power, 
Follows dog-like her foot, and whining prays 
She'll hate him not, since 'twas her father's wish. 
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Stanhope, 'S' death ! Lives such a villain ? 

Aspley, Aye, and rightly. 

One Gisborne, whom the fortunes of the field 
Set close about Sir Hugh, and whose strange ears 
Gathered his dying charge ; by will becomes 
My Lady's lord and champion. 

Stanhope. Treachery ! 

This mask of goodness, I, one watch did save. 
From well deserved yet bloody death, and took him 
To be my follower. I found him one 
Who strives to set his brother. in the wrong; 
Who, through the slips and flaws of other men. 
The better sees his way to sin : who'd wrench 
The harmless sense from out the simple word 
And breathe o'er it filthy meaning ; who hath wit 
To do mankind ill office, and is pleased 
To play the usurer with his cursed store. 
Oh ! he hath hand in this : besure, good friend, 
Some villany doth aid him bend his knee 
Or droop his brazen eye. Were I but free ? 
He should confess me rogue, upon his knees ; 
And howl for pardon. 

Aspley, Thou hast boldly spoken 

The thoughts I ever banished from my mind, 
Yet would not be denied. Yet we must wait 
Some happier time. 

Enter a Jailer. 

Jailer, Your pardon, gentlemen : {to Stanhope). 
Remembering happier days and former kindness, 
My duty I have so trailed behind my love 
As frequently to enrich the governor's ear 
With your distress, and have so wrought his pity, 
This moment will he put you on to question ; 
And if a wholesome answer leave your tongue. 
Free you from prison bonds. 

Stanhope, And leave my yokefellow ? 

Not heartlessness but ignorance the cause 
Of man's purblind suspicion of his kind ; 
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The cell's forced friendship 'twill not long survive, 
And thy strong bars have won me a good friend. 

Aspley. Misfortune is ever friendship's thriving hour. 

jfailer. I take the peril, and invite him come 
With thee to^ judgment. 

Stanhope. Go on : we follow thee. [Exeunt, 

ACT IV.— SCENE III. 

A Chamber. Agnes discovered Reading. 

Enter Gisborne. 

Gishorne. Lady ! 

Agnes, Ah ! I forgot thee in this foolish book, 
Telling of wars and troubles^ banished friends, 
How a lorn maid, forelderless, repined ; 
Yet still in her great grief was comforted. 
By one whom eident providence sent forth 
To glean life's scattered pleasures. 

Gisborne. Thou'rt pleased to jest. 

Agnes. Why comes not Aspley home ? 

Gisborne. Travel hath many wonders : I but learned 
This moment Aspley had thy side forsook, 
For the wild hazard of the public way. 
It were a doubt unwelcome to conceive 
Harm had o'ertaken the aged harmless man ; 
But they who love see danger everywhere 
To those they love, and I am filled with doubt 
For my friend's safety. 

Agnes. Ah ! dost really doubt ? 

Gisborne. I have no ready answer. Oft one may, 
Searching the gloomy thicket of his mind. 
Spring some close hiding doubt, as hunter starts 
The noisy mavis, feared and scorned at once : 
True, I did doubt thy ancient friend was lost, 
But 't had no ground in reason. 

Agnes. None ? I thank thee. 
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His generous aim was to instal thee here, 
And win the King's approval of thy stay. 

Gisborne (aside). So, so; there's mischief in the word. 
(To Agnes.) How pure soe'er our purpose, busy 

tongues 
Translate it evilly : wittest thou I tarry here 
In blind obedience to thy father's will ? 
But should the world, the cruel heedless world, 
Catch but the echo of the fact, that I, 
A wight unwived, and thou unhusbanded. 
Consort beneath one roof, 'twould 

Agnes. Sir ! 

Gisborne. The sting from this black slander may be 
torn, 
And harmless rumour buzz herself to death, 
So wiliest thou, Lady. 

Agnes. I will it : 

If it be in friendship to keep pure my name. 
Be thou that friend to me. 

Gisborne. Here lies the proof. 

Give me swift leave to quit, and no rude breath 
Shall dim the glimmer of thy innocence. 

Agnes. What is obedience, if a father's wish. 
In life's extreme renewed, be disobeyed ? 
Yet a dull cloud oft glooms the setting sun. 
And brings to naught his glory. I'll to my room. 
And ere I answer give my knees to prayer : 
My father bade thee stay, and I would learn 
Wisdom as well as love, lived in his word. 

[Exit Ag7ies, 

Gisborne. Excellent girl. 

Thy tuneful tongue, like clang of evening bells, 
Breaks sweetly in on me, and stirs my heart 
To the quick pulse of love : out on thee, fancy ! 
Thou art like the wrecker's lamp upon the cliff, 
Whose splendour welcomes while it doth betray. 

Enter Agnes. 
Ah ! Lady, in thy face I read farewell ! 
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Agnes. Thou'rt badly versed; I will thou tarry here. 

Gisborne. It shall not be ; I leave at cry of noon. 

Agnes, Thou neither canst nor must. 

Gisborne. Make me thy husband. 

Less serveth not to gild our tarnished honours ; 
Fence have we none 'gainst scandal's barbed spear, 
No shield of dignities to turn these shafts 
Upon their cruel senders. Fate overrides 
Love's common ways ; our merry wedding bells 
Will usher in our love, and 'twill endure 
A grosser time for such late blossoming. 

Agnes. Out ! out 1 begone 1 

Take back thy treason, or with merciful hand 
This cankered sense uproot. I'd rather live 
Deaf to kind nature's music, than endure 
So vile a cheat upon her. 

Gisborne. Lady, thy sire, 

No other end foreseeing to thy grief. 
Bade me aspire e'en to a husband's place. 

Agnes. Liar ! 

Ne'er framed his honey tongue such bitter word. 

Gisborne. I do protest. Thou hast my word 'tis so. 

Agnes. Protest 'tis right to«wag a dead man's tongue ; 
It well becomes thee, cunning counsellor ; 
But I have a witness here that all outweighs 
Thy trothless protestation. [Exit Agnes. 

Gisborne. Thou, methinks, 

Beauty's prerogative dost somewhat stretch. 
But 'tis not overstrained ; we two must wed, 
And I must wear our wedding as a charm 
Against evil's reach : Craven and busy Foot 
Will give me help, so I my need make known. 
I'll to them straight, ere my scared dove be flown. 

[Exit Gisborne. 

Enter Agnes and Alice. 

Agnes. Go, find me Aspley ; give to him this ring. 
And ere thy message is a moment old 
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He'll loose the wings of love, and speed to set 

In righteous bonds this unmatched villain. Haste ! 

Alice, If I fail thee, charge it not 'gainst my love. 

[Exit Alice, 

Agnes. Now to my knees, my last weak stay I've 
loosed. 
Be with me gentle hope, and bear me up 
While I do battle 'gainst a world in arms ; 
Only thy hand can nurse my fainting heart 
To further strife with an ungracious fate, 
Shackling the opening wing of gleesome youth 
With age's sorrows. Yet can I maintain 
An o'ermatched conflict with oppressive time, 
So thou, sweet hope, wilt cling me round about 
With thy sustaining breath ; and oh 1 may'st thou, 
My father's gentle spirit, help save thy child. 



ACT IV.—SCENE IV. 

A Wood. Night. Gisborne discovered. 

Gisborne. Why play the braggart here, while rustling 
leaves 
Shake like an ague my unwilling joints ; 
When faintest foot-fall as hoarse thunder rolls ; 
And night, one time the feverish day's kind nurse, 
Whose lullaby e'er brought me plenteous sleep. 
Now brings to me but crowds of mocking thoughts. 

[Footsteps. 
Gone ! gone ! but in my busied ear still tramps 
The unwelcome foot. 

[Again footsteps. 
Cursed be thy heavy tread ; 
Why all the world's afoot, and this way plods. 

[Again foo tsteps. 
My pattering heart the general intrigue swells 
To scare me hence, but I my tryst must keep ; 
See ! in this hollow oak I'll softly creep. 

[Hides in a tree. 
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Enter Craven and Foot. 

Craven. Good men sell not in the dark. Fain would 
I see 
This busy plotter's visage while we trade, 
And closely track his moody purposes 
Upon his lily cheek. A fire I say ; 
There's virtue in a ruddy blaze, to thaw 
A frozen hand, and his must widely open 
To measure our demands. Not oft our hap 
To find a suitor, since our trade demands 
In us no nicety or point of dealing ; 
If come the worst, we'll choke him in the reek. 

Foot. Aye, a fire, a fire. 

Gisborne. Oh ! oh ! oh ! [Craven and Foot flee. 

Gisbome {crawls from the oak). Courage, good heart: 
We are tremblers all in face of the unknown ; 
But I must now be valiant, and these knaves 
Rule through their fears. Ho, Craven ! Foot, ho ! ho ! 

Enter Craven and Foot. 

Gisbome. Wist ! 

Craven. Let us away, this is a troubled spot. 

Gisborne, Oh ! 

Shall singing shrews or squeaking mice, affright 
Brave men from their big aims ? Though loose curs 

bark. 
Or still-winged owls toot at the murdering fox. 
Shall we be scared ? Though these grim boles 
Cry each beware, like some loud-voiced ghost, 
Shall our eyes flower with fear ? Hark ! hark ! 

Foot. I will no more on't. 

Gisborne. Quick then to my plot. 

I have a mind to wed the Lady Agnes, 
Whom ye with such good ardour sought to spoil 
Of her stray trinkets and unvalued gawds ; 
Things little loved, and lost without a pang. 
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But they who lack desire of outward show, 

A violent regard have, all the more, 

For dignity and honour ; which sit close 

Upon the heart, and are but loosed with life. 

Ere she yield up her free and maiden hand, 

Some violence, as gentle as may be. 

Needs must be wrought upon her. If ye stand 

Beside me truly in this enterprise. 

The profit shall put danger to the rout. 

And leave her out of count. No more shall need 

Make play 'gainst honesty ; nor fear of want 

Choke conscience's weak cry : but liberate 

From all temptation ; ye shall live 'midst those 

Where fair behaviour soon o'erfilms past sin, 

And makes forgot misdoing. Within the Court, 

Stands musty chapel, long enough disused. 

Where hunted Lollards preached to sheltering lords. 

But late has rung with Aspley's constant prayers : 

Therein doth Lady Agnes nightly spend 

Some tedious hours. 

Craven, Enough : I read the plan. 

And will prepare me well to do my part. 

Foot. 'Tis well contrived : as soon the sexton learns 
The wedding office as the funeral, 
And I of both am friend. 

Gisborne. Come, come away. 

Softly as though ye walked the unseen air. 
Foot me unto my chamber : let no new thought, 
Or inward musing, or deep sudden sigh. 
Or smother'd chuckle of quaint fancy coined. 
Be free upon your lips. 

Craven, This is rare sport. 

Gisborne, Once safely housed, our peril disappears, 
And be but humble servitors this night. 
Henceforth, ye are my masters. 

Foot. 'Tis excellent. I like it well. 

Gisborne. Here's handsel of your toil {giving them a 
purse). Your hands on this. (They join hands.) 
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Already have we scored our victory ; 
Plans so well knit will not lo pieces fly. 



ACT IV.— SCENE V. 

A Chapel with Altar. Agnes discovered. 

Agnes, Why spread not wide thy dewy wings, oh 1 
peace ! 
And sweep down on my heart ? When I have seen 
The red sun top the black and jagged hills, 
Sweeping with golden fingers the murk dales, 
I ever thought 'twas unto me a sign 
Of help in darkest hours ; but now no light 
Breaks in upon this mantling gloom to cheer 
With e'er so faint a ray : why am I tried ; 
Why left like one on whom some guilty sign 
Stands boldly written, to make me shunned, abhorred ; 
Cast out from hope and love ? Yet can I kneel 
And bid to Him who ever hears the cry 
Of the forsaken of the world. Ye angels, 
Who keep the midnight watch, and lull to rest 
The heart o'erbusied in its pains ; be nigh 
To help me now. And thou, kind memory. 
Make fresh each act of grace, whereby I sum 
My hours of life, and let me linger o'er, 
Oh ! father, the remembrance of thy love. 

Enter Foot, Craven, and Gisborne. 

Foot. Come, dearest daughter, lean upon mine arm> 
Whiles I present thee 'fore this holy priest. 
Who yearns to set the seal of holy Church 
Upon thy willing vows : and make him husband 
Who is already lover, guardian, friend. 

Agnes. Fie, sir ! For shame ! let go. 

Oh ! villains. Murder ! help ! oh ! help, I say ! 

Qishorne, Forego this folly: I would freely wed a 
willing bride. 
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Agnes. Never ! 

ril call thee villain to my latest breath, 
And dy?ng heap this curse upon thy head : 
Be thy friends false as thou, and in thy need 
Complot thy ruin ; when thou beggest for aid, 
Let heartless scorners hiss into thine ear 
Their brutal gibes ; when fore thy failing sight, 
This triumph o'er a helpless, hopeless maid. 
In naked horror flits, be helpless then 
To move thy hideous fancy. And when remembrance, 
Pricked to new life by thy abundant pains. 
Brings up the hateful record of thy days, 
Tremble to know that when an orphan prayed 
For mercy at thy hand, thou heard'st her not ; 
But, like a fiend of hell, mocked at her grief 
And laughed at her undoing. But not yet 
Hath come thy triumph : stir thy guilty foot 
Even a little step, this mortal venom (shewing her ring) 
Shall yield me dying to thy guilty arms. 

Gisborne. Come then the worst ; 

ril wed thee here, and leave oblivious time 
To drink away the torrent of thy curse. 

[Gisborne drags Agnes towards the altar^ 

Enter Aspley and Stanhope. 

Agnes, Oh ! father, save me ; be thy aged arms 
Strong as a giant's to bind me to thy breast. 

Stanhope, The thirsty earth longs for thy recreant 
blood. 
Out sword ! and be thou her good minister ! 

Gisborne, Ah ! ah ! out-plotted ? Butcher to thy 
trade. 
Thou art very apt, wilt not keep off; then this 
Thy bloody hand shall stay. 

[Exeunt Foot, Craven, afterwards Gisborne^ who 
fires y and woimds Aspley, Enter attendants, 

Agnes. Nay, Stanhope, stay thy hand ; 

Give me good help to stay his life's swift ebb : 
'Twere better worth thy pains to save one drop, 
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From death's hard gripe, of Aspley's precious Jplood, 
Than loose a worthless torrent. 

Stanhope. He doth escape us. 

Agnes, Aye, let him fly : could but his durance bring 
Back to these whitening cheeks one ruddy stain, 
I'd bid thee plumb the blackest depths of earth 
To hale him hither. 

Stanhope. Thy wishes are comman^ds. 

See ! see ! with fitful step and coy, life steals 
To her forsaken seat ; stay this brave flood, 
While I send sudden help. 

Agnes. Let all thy heart be in the enterprise. 

[Exit Sta,nhope. 



[END OF ACT IV.] 



46 FULFILMENT. 

ACT v.— SCENE I. 

Ramparts of Nottingham Castle. Ireton and 

Hutchinson discovered. 

Ireton. 'Tis even so. 

These petty fortresses which half devour 
The. nation's strength must instantly be quitted, 
While, ^ith our powers conjoined, we'll take the field 
To hunt this royal hart from shire to shire. 
Perdy our troops may bay the fugitive, 
Then we his crowned head ^yill hoist on high. 
To grace our triumph. 

Hutchinson, Stay, soul of liberty : 

Beware how soon can holy zeal decline 
To ruthless persecution and revenge. 
Haply the seed of freedom will survive 
Its whilom grave ; yea, e'en this people's tears 
Shall bode it blossom with as fair a dress 
As e'er graced maid from mourning vows released. 
The Ethiopic torrent leaping forth 
On havoc bent, spends its tumultuous flood 
In making rich the ever thirsty plain ; 
So shall be stolen away this tyrant's rage 
In his poor subjects' thirst for liberty ! 

Ireton. Let tyrants quiver when their trampled thralls 
Snatch at the props of sovereignty, and feel 
The breath of manhood swelling their wan breasts : 
Be thanked the worthy toilers of old time, 
Who erst outfaced the throned prodigy. 
And blotted out remembrance of a crown. 
We, too, must live, a kind of men unpenned 
In chronicle, romance, or legend, filled 
With royal savagery and unbound lust ; 
Yet must we prick time's very quick, to win 
Our niche in England's history. 

[Enter Messenger. 

Hutchinson. 'Tis well ! 
At thy best speed to Broxtowe bear our charge 
In this leaf hidden. This service well performed 



FULFILMENT. 47 

Shall win thee profit, aye and honour too. 

[Exit Messenger. 

Ireton. And now, farewell ! 

To-morrow's dark will find us in the field ; 
Our cry, the laws, the help of heaven our shield. 

[Exeunt omnes. 

ACT v.— SCENE II. 

Broxtowe. An Interior. Enter Agnes. 
Afterwards Thornhagh. 

Agnes (before a picture). The same sweet likeness 

still. Mother, beloved 1 
Thy pitying eyes e'er soothed my childhood's woes, 
And as I gaze I sip new strength to bear 
The burthen of my days. Oh ! speak to me. 
Let these still lips be unsealed to bless me now 
Even as they blessed ere sealed by busy death ; 
And be again familiar of my vows. 
As when I poured my childish mirth and grief 
Into thy patient ear. Here oft, but now no more, 
With him who is away with thee in heaven, 
I knelt to ask thy spirit linger still 
Where once informed it dwelt, and Eden made 
Out of thy bounteous love. Oh ! speak to me. 
And say thou o'er me still wilt keep a watch ; 
Through tear-begetting night wilt bear me up. 
And 'midst the swelter of impiteous day 
Give me a hiding in thy sheltering breast. 
Good mother, hear my prayer ; be it heaven's behest 
To call my love's vexed spirit from its clay. 
May I surrender in that woeful hour 
My lightly prized life. I could not hear 
Him chidden, yet confess not my great love ; 
Cursed, and proclaim not his true heart foreheaven, 
Threatened, and fly not hither to halve his fate. 

[Thornhagh approaches. They embrace. 

Agnes, Thornhagh ! my hope, my heart, my love ! 
The perplexed traveller amidst the gloom 
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Sees yet a welcome radiance in the west, 

And thither turns his lagging desperate foot, 

Lest he be nighted in the wildering shade. 

Thou art my light, and I must seek thy beam : 

Toward thee hath run each passing fantasy; 

Groves shaped thy form, brooks murmured but thy name ; 

Thy face was mirrored in the smiling wave. 

And 'midst the hush and sadness of the night 

I carved thy image on the moon-tipped cloud. 

My heart hath wings and cleaves the yielding air 

Whene'er I trace thy likeness in my mind; 

Yet were my love a bubble and a dream. 

Had I not tramped the wearying wold to share 

Thy pressing danger, 'fore a jeering world. 

Thornhagh. Comest thou to share my doom ? whate'er 
betide. 
As twin stems lovingly locked, side by side, 
Rise from the screaming blast or fall overwhelmed, 
Together we'll outface man's angriest moods, 
Or take death's leap at once. 

Agnes, The grace and fashion of this gentle hour 
I must tear off, and shew misshapen time 
In her own hideousness. My Thornhagh, learn 
The eager Rupert will ere long set down 
Beside these hallowed walls his furious host ; 
To force thee hence, or thy defence o'ertoss, 
And lay thee deep in an inglorious tomb. 

Thornhagh. Rupert the dauntless ? Let him swiftly 
come ; 
Our English iron likes well the German blood ; 
But though I feel a new contempt for death, 
Whene'er I look into thy wondrous eyes. 
Thou art a charge too precious for my sword. 
And so must quit this leaguer. * 

Agnes, I am here. 

To share the siege's hazard, not fly ere come 
Its first faint horror : lacks poor Agnes still 
The opportunity to prove her birth ; 
With gentle hand I daintily am led 
From dangers famous seats to live ill hours 
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In safe obscurity. Let me here prove, 
■A woman's courage by a woman's blood, 
And shew thyself, my world, how light a thing 
Is man's long boasted valour. 

Thornhagh. Stay, oh 1 stay ! 

E'en brutish kinds conceal their weaker mates. 
Battling alone : though must I lead thee hence, 
I'll keep thy spirit through the coming strife. 

Agnes. Already bears thy brow the victor's bays. 
For I am conquered. Lead me where thou wilt. 

[Exeunt. 

ACT v.— SCENE III. 

A Camp. Night. Enter Captain and Soldiers 

guarding Tillard. 

Captain. Who is your prisoner ? 

Soldier. Bad cause ne'er braver rascal set in arms 
Than this fierce knave, who all unawed by numbers. 
Being at his post, set at us one 'gainst six ; 
And helm and hauberk rang a merry peal 
Ere he was tripped and presently o'erthrown ! 

Captain. About him place a guard : see he speak not. 
To-morrow we'll assay his treason's worth. 

Enter Thornhagh, bearing Agnes in his arms. 

Thornhagh. A trap ! a trap ! 

Ah ! then this stroke for thee, and that thy meed ; 
Thus I caress him who would steal my love : 
Still press you on ? Good heavens 1 my sword's point 

droops, 
And blinding sweat confounds me. 

Enter Stanhope. 

Who art thou ? 
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I cannot see thy face, but, foeman, take 
My sword's last blessing ! 

[Strikes at Stanhope, but is overthrown. 

Stanhope, I did not, think to strike thee dead. My 
friend ?• 
Brave Thornhagh ? Woe indeed sweeps our loved land. 
Ah ! who art thou o'erwhelmed in the same sform ? 
What dreadful bolt hath riven thy life's frail stem, 
Nor broke it utterly ? 'Tis my fair ward, 
With woman's courage following up her fate 
To death's wide gates. Thou must be helped by heaven. 
Ere slips thy stumbling life down death's abyss. 
Help! help! 

Enter Rupert. 

Rupert, What sudden grief is this ? 

Stanhope. Your Grace ! 

There Thornhagh lies, my worthy foe, and friend : 
There droops the Lady Agnes : on her cheek 
Life fights with death an ever- changing strife. 

Rupert, Bear them away : 

What friendship may do, 'tis in thy good heart 
To spend it utterly to win them life. (Soldiers lead them 

out,) Captain, • 
To Broxtowe suddenly thy forces lead ; 
A parley ask, and make it briefly known 
Thornhagh, their chief, a prisoner here remains : 
So needful was his spirit to their counsels 
'Twill yield to thy first summons. Haste thee, haste. 

Captain, The place is thine, my Lord. [Exit, 

Rupert, We follow thee at jonce. 

Come, friends. [Exeunt omnes. 

ACT V.-SCENE IV. 

Hutchinson. Ireton. Lucy Hutchinson 
discovered. Enter Trooper. 

Ireton. Speak, man ! Remains thee nought but eyes ^ 
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What greedy fear hath fastened on thy lips ? 

Trooper. General ! Broxtowe hath fallen to the King. 

Ireton. Tut, tut, no worse ; he but his own hath 
taken. 
How died they who encouraged the defence ? 

Trooper. Thornhagh and Tillard, absent from com- 
mand, 
Prisoners survive within the Royal camp. 

Lucy H. ^ Traitors ! 

Let them become the scorn and scoff of men, 
Who in their ardour for some woman's favour 
Can shirk the game of war. 

Hutchinson, Where are our troops, that league of 
heroes ? * 

Trooper, Unto the King's first summons bent they 
low 
Their craven heads, and hailed him King and Lord. 

Ireton. Death and destruction take them. How 
camest hither ? 

Trooper. Foot fleet and mindful of thy plighted 
word, 
I braved a murderous fire to bring these news. 

Lt(cy H. Heroes are of thy mould, and live in thee. 
A thousand hearts carved of such honest flesh 
Would scatter myriads. 

Ireton. Such shall fill our ranks : 

We who have mercy made our corner stone. 
And built our pile on pity, must make war 
On our hearts' yearnings, and subdue our souls. 
The reverence, love, or fear of crowned pomp 
We'll undermine, and, helping heaven, lay low. 
Through our fierce love for freedom and renown. 
While lives the king, but traitors we can be ; 
Above his grave, victors we must appear. 
And haply patriots, so undimned success 
Plead for us with the crowd ; which hath a hand 
Tingling to welcome him whose ready arm 
Hath beaten down its hate, and made it slave. 
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Lucy H. Pride, that high vice of kings, who being 
atop, 
Feel not ambition's madly throbbing pulse, 
Our royal enemy will fitly serve 
For subtler springs of action : we must oppose 
To kingly pride, a people's greater pride ; 
And, like the sure and steady stride of death. 
Move with unflinching foot upon the throne. 

Col. Hutchinson. Thy voice, oh ! Ireton, hath waked 
the land * 

To new conceits of right and dignity. 
No more through mortal fear, the fiery word 
Shall falter on the lip, and die unsaid ; 
Or voice uncourtly, be enforced to mark 
A time and tune to suit a lordly ear : 
Nay, though the kingly sword be bared to smite, 
An unsheathed blade shall flash to answer it. 
But we have voices, making glad our hearths, 
Shall ask us presently, wherefore we pledge 
Our rich inheritance of peace ? Must we. 
With our own hands, unbind their clinging arms. 
And upon slaughter's altar lay them down, 
And for our passion bleed ? Resolve me quick. 
Were there no life continuing through mine own, 
'Twere welcome word to bid me bare my breast, 
And on some rude sword die. 

Lucy H. I'll give thee word 

Of courage and support, in this weak strife, 
Betwixt thy love and duty. What thou feelest 
In me is doubly registered. In thee ? 
I lose the may and summer of my life : 
In those who lisp me mother, I anl reaved 
Of life's autumnal harvest ; woman's all. 
To help her face the wintry way, which leads, 
Unhelped by man's supports, to solemn death. 
Yet thine and their sweet lives I swiftly loose 
On fortune's highway, in my country's cause. 
And this same shred of being I devote 
A willing sacrifice to bloody war. 
To keep your fames beyond suspicion pure 
Of your loved country's murder. 



FULFILMENT. 53 

Ireton, Here we renew our oath ; 

And, woman, be thou .witness of the pledge. 
'Tis no great cause bans constant woman's aid ; 
This more than man's. 

Lucy Hutchinson [to Ireton.) If it be meet, 

For faithful woman to withstand her lord 
In the misgiving of his troubled soul ; 
ril strain the favour given an honoured wife, 
To combat every thought, not wholly true. 
Toward the o'erthrowal of this trothless king. 

Ireton. Well said. [To Lucy H.) 

Needs must thou join in this solemnity ; 
Worthy Cornelia ne'er proved better wife. 
Nor nobler mother. Friends, your hands on this. 

[They join hands. 

Hutchinson. Adieu, life's gentle pleasures : 

No more the music of the lusty horn, 
Sweet'ning the wintry wind, shall bid me rise 
To scour the woodland for the thievish fox ; 
Nor eager darlings clamber o'er my knees. 
At eve to learn the dangers of the day. 

Ireton. But for this hard denial of thy loves, 
A world shall love thee in the age to come. 

ACT v.— SCENE LAST. 

Hall of Newark Castle. Enter King and Retinue. 

King. Long hath our power been hereabout defied, 
But treason, insolent through long success, 
Nears its most shameful end. How sinful it is 
To elevate rebellion's bloody flag. 
Against our lily standard, witness ye, 
Who saw us flouted, mocked, despised, forbid, 
Near Newark's walls : no lingering desperate strife, 
No march o'er ghastly dead stayed our approach ; 
But fore our light bold treason shrivelled up. 
And nought became. By mercy's tender hand 
We'll deal the needed justice, and bethink us, 
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Love yet a power abides upon the earth, 
To weld and win mankind. 



Enter Tillard {guarded). 

What man art thou, 
Bearing a front whereon truth might have chosen 
To make her dwelling place ? How earnest here 
In the front rank of fierce and foul revolts ? 

Tillard, Great King, thou'rt doomster here : I but 
thy prisoner. 

King. Thou'rt brave indeed : thy faith in our estate, 
Not for the wealth of Ophir or Peru, 
We would put to question. Go, brave soul, thou'rt free ; 
But say no more thou'lt trespass on his state 
Who took thee out of bonds. What, silent ? 

[Alice comes forward to Tillard, 

Alice. For all the love I bear thee say the word ; 
Or quench the burning hope long time hast cherished. 
For can I never wed thee whiles thou'rt banned 
For treason 'gainst the king. 

Tillard. Peace, girl : 

Love shall command where fails authority. 
I own no wickedness in my offence, 
But will no more offend. 

King. A noble churl. 

Take up thy wife. Wrongdoing hath not killed 
Thy heart's sweet kernel ; into evil ways. 
More by a base example are bewrayed 
Than led by liking. Stay about our person ; 
Each in his need his fellow supplicates ; 
Our great estate compels us ask of all. 



Enter Gisborne, guarded. 

King. Cousin, what is the crime, and who the cri- 
minal ? 
Stanhope. Gisborne, my Lord : 



FULFILMENT. 



55 



Who in the triumph ot his guilt being tripped 
Lost not a murderer's cunning : all unarmed 
To his cursed shot good father Aspley fell ; 
Last token of faith unto his lady love, 
While he, contriver of so foul a wrong, 
Unhurt, unchallenged, fled the v^rhip of justice. 

King. Who shall escape it long ? 

He hath no place in mercy who none shows. 
The tint and pattern of thy hateful life 
Must be outwrung, to save thy perilled soul. 
Yea, thou must live and learn to feel thy heart 
Surrender drop by drop its vicious store ; 
And, till thou'rt hale and fit for thy great end, 
Freedom must in thy ears be but a dream — 
The memory of a voice long passed away. 

Gishorne, Death ! rather death ! what death soe'er 
ye list ! 
Prove me with tortures, racks, or whips, or wheels ; 
Bid your brains compass some new instrument, 
To kill me inch by inch, and hour by hour. 
So death lie at the end : then will I kiss 
The bloody hand that shreds away my life ; 
And my last word shall breathe your clemency. 
But to be shrouded in a living grave ; 
To moulder down piecemeal ; to feel my breath 
Thicken and choke me, ere mine hour be come ; 
Rob death of terror, and make life a plague. 

King, Secure your charge. 

Gisborne. Is there no weapon by to serve my rage ? 

{^Snatching a sword from a guard. 
This sword is well. Blood cries aloud for blood, 
And shall be satisfied : stir but a hand 
To hale me to my doom, his haughty life 
Who here sits first, with mine shall have swift end, 
And go with me to judgment. 

Tillard. Nay, false sworn rogue. 

Through this frail flesh, thy blade shall prick its way, 
Ere it shall find him out. Thanks for thy brand. 

(To a soldier). 
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Come, come, thou word courageous thief, 
Thou lack heart, cur ; will nought compel thee strike ? 
Then must I in thy heart seek the red drop. 
Already flown thy fearful curdling lip. 

Gisborhe. I cannot fight, 

But, butcher, I can cheat thee of thy prey. 

[Kills himself. Consternation, amidst 
which the body is removed. 

King. Who comes ? 

Enter Foot and Craven, guarded. 

Stanhope. Sire ! Justice is outraged, 

^^ hile such grim rogues can walk up to the throne. 
And woo its mercies ; they should only know 
Its awe and terror, who life's tide have passed 
In ventures hateful, baleful, and abhorrent. 
Their knavish hands wrought lovingly his will. 
Who even here made murder on himself ; 
And from their bloody hands this gleamy cross, 
Pledge of thy consort's love in happier days, 
Was by thy servant won. 

King. Your plenteous crimes choke up meek mercy's 
ways : 
Oft pity, like young love, spendthrift becomes 
On something infamous, and life long mourns 
Its perished wealth. Once proved it thy good hap 

(To Foot) 
To win brave Kingston's love, and, without stint. 
His kindness cherished thee ; but, like the snake. 
Fabled by Samian seer, a grievous wound 
Gavest him in change. 
(To Craven.) Thy life's dark catalogue 
Leaves little room for hope ; for hast contrived 
To make confession hide thy larger share 
In stealthy crimes. 

Craven. I crave, oh ! King, your mercy. 

King. I would be merciful : justice forbids ; 
Just should I be, yet mercy stays my tongue. 
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Aspley {crippled). Oh ! let me be a beggar and incline 
The balance of thy heart to pity's side : 
Who are we, king, to favour justice needs, 
And crush the bud of pity ? The last ray 
Of the heavenly glory that erst wrapped mankind 
In doom's mild-hearted flourishes ; the grace 
And comeliness of might is ever shewn 
Best in the light of mercy : thee I'd ask, 
As Christian minister to Christian king, 
To add a prop unto our weaker side ; 
For all we may do, counting everything. 
Still leaves us in the mercy of the Lord. 
These men, how lenient soe'er the judge. 
By mortal justice wrought, to life are lost ; 
Yet should we try them by our souls, not laws. 
As men needing salvation ; let them live. 
And be my life the wed that they amend ; 
The weight of sin shall wither their weak arms 
From further wrong doing, and with new life 
New hope shall come, to make us all rejoice 
In the accomplishment of one good deed. 

King. Thine are they, Aspley. 

I thank thee, priest, for holding up thy office. 

{^Exeunt Craven and Foot, with guards. 
Bring forth your prisoners. [Enter Thomhagh. 

Ah ! Thomhagh ! 
For mine thy sires outpoured their costly blood, 
Freely as earth engulphed the precious stream : 
Point thou for this the argument of pity. 
Whiles I ope wide my breast to welcome it. 

Thomhagh. I will not beg thy mercy: know, 'twas fear 
Bade me with steel confront thy ministers : 
Fear, lest this chosen richly storied isle, 
Home of the tribes, who from the icy north. 
Brought freedom's birthright to these happy shores, 
Should grow forgetful of her heritage. 
And lay her liberties in one man's hand. 

King. He is my foe 

Who strikes against the liberties of England. 

Thomhagh. Mine too : 
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My oath is fresh wherein I vowed to hold 
Even against thee, oh ! King, an armed house : 
I live and it have lost. Oh ! shameful words. 

King. Stay, friend. Beware how soon we learn 
To love our woe, and hug our misery. 
Thy chief here bids thee on allegiance (producing a paper) 
Broxtowe with all thy battle straightly quit. 

Thornhagh (reading). The moments grow. 

Oh ! Ireton, often in thy evening's shrift 
Didst beg heaven ban ambition from thy breast ; 
Humbly didst bid thou might'st a Brutus be, 
To such a Caesar. In blest obscurity 
We aif our fancied virtues, and our poor selves 
Of our high honour easily convince ; 
Ireton ! unknown, thou wert an honest man ; 
Being spurred to the fore, thou hast learned to love the 

race, 
And court the winner's praise. 

King. Need backing our desire. 

Prompts us win back our many enemies ; 
Not here alone need we stout arms and hearts : 
Our budding kingdom, distant half the world. 
Asks help in burning words ; and, be it thy will. 
Our lieutenant shalt be with such rare powers. 
No zeal to work a flaw in thy command - ' 

Shall boot the meddler. 

Thornhagh. The din and conflict of this hapless time. 
Strife needful may be to renew the land. 
And lift our country to her destiny ; 
Such havoc in my wearied soul hath wrought, 
To some new land I long to slip away 
To save the remnant of its youthful freshness. 
I am again thy servant, matchless King, 
For, in this thrust and onset I behold 
Hate points the lance, which fell ambition wields. 
And in thee all men's freedom is hewn down. 
Count me thy friend and subject ; asking nought 
But to be thought of kindly. In that wild land 
Whereto I go, the memory of thy love 
Shall prick me to new pains ; and through the west 
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Thy name, great Charles, shall bourgeon by the sea, 
And blossom o*er the waste, in many a hive. 
Yet fate hath linked me to a noble maid, 
Tom from my arms to grace some other feast, 
Unto whose lightest wish I am a thrall. 

Enter Agnes, 

Agnes, I live, but to exhibit thy true heart. 
And hide me in its splendour : love best thrives- 
Amidst convulsion, and oh 1 generous King, 
That part poor woman to support her lord 
In deeds of highest emprize, may fitly take 
Will, I adventure for this lordly man. 
Honour's new mould, and virtue's fairest form. 

King, Take her. Well won and properly bestowed. 
Surely virtue's chain knows never break, but grows 
E'en link by link unto the world's good end. 

Aspley, One further step in life's grand pilgrimage. 
Oh ! King, 'tis on my weary frame to take : 
With this young pair, even as I have lived, 
I'd plod my way to death. 

King, Even so ye steal 

The sweetness from our life, e en drop by drop ; 
Yet cannot we forbear even at such cost. 
To stint the measure of your happiness. 
Go, Priest. But bear me still upon thy prayers. 
Thou leavest him here, who, though a sceptred king. 
Fashioned a realm of love within his heart ; 
And thought it well to be the humble help 
Of him thou fitly servest. And though the years 
Have frosted the tall hopes, which made my toil 
For other's blessings, but a pleasing care ; 
And scored my soul with sorrow to behold. 
My only harvest, man's ingratitude ; 
I have not lost the vision of my youth. 
Nor trampled on the hope, mankind will judge. 
Sometime, me tenderly. Amidst this tempest, 
One voice alone can rise above the storm 
And tell the winds be still. May be my fate. 
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Shall swell the triumph of mine enemies, 
And point me out a spectacle and show ? 
But I have that within me shall o'ertop 
Their rising malice, and overcome their hate; 
Sinqe I forgive them, in his name, who set 
Me where I stand, holds me while I shall hold, 
And him forsake not through life's pilgrimage. 
With kings as men, 'tis best to brave all wrath 
For the first biddings of our artless troth. 



THE END. 
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